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The Bislerie of Kttig Lear. 

tageinto fhoot a troupe of horfe with fell,& whenl haue fiole 
vpon thefe fonno in law es, th cn kill, kill, kill , kill, kill, kill. 

Enter three Gentlemen. 

Gent . O here he is, lay hands vpon him firs, your moft deere 

Lear. No reskue,what a piifoner, I am eene the naturall foole 
of Fortune, vfe me well you fhall haue ranfome, let ttiee haue a 
churgionl am cut to the hraines, 

Gent, You fhall haue any thing . 

Lear. No feconds, all my felte, why this would make a man 
offal t to vfe his eyes for garden waterpots, I and laying Autums 

^ U ^Lear, I will die brauely like a bridegroome, what ?I will be 
Iouiall, come, come, I am a King my maifters, know you that, 

Gent. You area roy all one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then theres life int, nay and you get it you fhall get it 
with running. EM King running. 

Gent. A fight moft pitifull in the meaneft wretch, palt ipea<* 
kino- of in a lSng: thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
ftom the o-enerall curfe which tvvarne hath broughther to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, whats your will. 

Edg, Do you heare ought ofa battell toward. # 

Gent. Moft fure and vulgar euery one here’s that 
That can diftinguifh fence. 

Edir. But by yourfauour how neers the other army, 

Gent. Neere and on fpeed fort the maine defcryes, 

Standft on the howerly thoughts. 

£dg. I thanke you fir thats all- 

Gent. Though that the Queene on fpeciall caule is here, 

Hir arroyismoued on. Edg. Ithankeyoufir. Exit. 

Glnfi. You euer gentle gods take my breath from me. 

Let not my worfer'rpirit tempt me againe. 

To dye before you pleafe. Edg. Well, pray you father. 

Gloft. Now good fir what are you. 

Sdg. A moft poore man made lame by Fortunes blowes, 
Who by the Art of knowne and feeling forrowes 
Am pregnant to good pitty, giuc me youi han 
lie leade you to fome biding. 
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The Htflerie cf King Lear. 

Gtofi. Hartie thankes, the bomet and beniz of Iieauen to 
fauethee. 4 Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclamed prize, moft happy ,that eyles head of thine 
Was framed flelh to rayfe my fortunes, thou moft vnhappy tray- 
tor, briefly thy felfe remember, the fword is out that muftde- 
fti oy thee. « 

Gl°ft. Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 
Stew. Wherefore bouldpefantdurft thou fupportapubliftit 
traytor.hence Icaft the infeftion of his fortune take like hold on 
thee, let goe his arme ? 

Edg, Chill not let goe fir without cagion. 

Stew. Let goe llaue, or thoudieft, 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, let poore vokc paffe, 
and chudhauebcenefwaggard out of my life, it would not haue 
beenefo long by a fortnight, nay come not neare the old man, 
keepe out, cheuore ye, or ile trie whether your colter or my bat- 
tcro be the harder, ile be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out dunghill, they fight. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth fir,come,no matter for your foyns. 
Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me, villaine take my purfte, 

If euer thouwiltthriue.buriemy bodie. 

And giue the letters which thou find’ft about me 
To Edmund Earle of Ghsitr, (cekc him out vpon 
The partic, 6 vntimely death! death. He diet, 

Edg. I know thee well, a fcruiceable villaine, 

As dutious to the vices of thy miftres, as badnes would 
Glofi. What is he dead? ( defire. 

Edg.$\t you down father, reft you lets fee his pockets 
Thefe letters that he fpeakes of may be my friends, 

Hee’s dead,I am only forrow he had no other deathfma 
Let vs fee,leaue gentle waxe,and manners blame vs not 
To know our enemies minds weed rip their hearts. 

Their papers is more lawfull. 

Let your reciprocal! vo wes bee reinembred, you haue many 
opportunities to cut him off, if your will want nor,time and place 
will be fruitfully offered, there is nothing done, If hereturnethe 
conquerour, then ami the prifoner, and his bed my gayle, from 
the Icthed warmth whereof deliuer me, and fupply the place for 
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